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David About  Twelve  Years  Old 

Helen About  Nine  Years  Old 
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Scene:  The  living  room  of  a  Jewish  home. 

(As  the  curtain  goes  up  Esther  is  seen  adjusting  a 
screen  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  with  David  nearby  and 
the  other  children  at  a  little  distance,  looking  on.) 

Esther:  There !  Grandma  can't  see  it  now.  (Stands  off  at 
a  distance  to  inspect  her  work.)  Now,  David,  I'll  tell 
you  how  we'll  do  it.  When  I  wink — like  this — (makes 
laughable  distortions  of  her  face  in  a  vain  effort  to 
wink) — 

Leo  :  Aw,  look  at  that ! — such  a  big  girl  and  can't  even 
wink !  Watch  me !  ( Winks  a  few  times. )  And  I  can 
whistle,  too!  (Puckers  his  lips  and  tries  ineffectually.) 

David  :  Look  out,  Leo,  you'll  blow  your  head  off ! 

Esther  :  Oh,  Leo,  you'll  spoil  everything !  Grandma  might 
come  in  any  minute  now.  Now,  do  listen :  When  I  wink 
— like  this — you  get  ready,  David,  to  help  me  take  the 
screen  away,  and  then  we'll  all  jump  up  and  down  in 
front  of  the  tree — 

Helen  :  Like  real,  live  Indians  ! 

Esther  :  Oh,  stupid,  what  do  you  think  ?  Think  this  is  an 
Indian  war  dance  ?  Don't  you  know  it's  Christmas ! 
Now,  listen!  We'll  all  jump  up  and  down  in  front  of 
the  tree — solemn-like — and  holler:  "Surprise!  Sur- 
prise !" 

Leo  :  I'm  going  to  holler  as  loud  as  a — a  fire-cracker — just 
like  this!  (Shouts  at  the  top  of  his  voice:)  "Surprise! 
Surprise !" 
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David  :  I'll  bet  you'll  spoil  everything — you  always  do ! 

Helen  :  What  will  we  do  now  ? 

Leo  :  I  know,  let's  hang  our  stockings ! 

Helen  :  Yes,  yes,  let's. 

David  :  Aw,  there  ain't  no  Santa  Claus ! 

Helen  :  Yes  there  is. 

Leo  :  I  know  there  is.  I  seen  him ! 

Helen  :  You  did  ?  Where  ? 

Leo  :  In  a  picture-book. 

David  :  Pooh ! 

Esther  :  Well,  who  cares,  anyhow — as  long  as  we  get  our 
stockings  filled.  I'm  going  to  hang  mine. 

Leo  :  Me,  too ! 

Helen  :  Me,  too ! 

(All  run  to  fireplace  to  hang  stockings  nearby.) 

David  (Seating  himself  pompously  in  chair  and  looking 
disdainfully  wise)  :  Pooh !  Don't  you  think  I  know  who 
really  fills  those  stockings? 

( The  children  are  busy  hanging  their  stockings  at  the 
fireplace  when  the  door  opens,  admitting  the  mother 
and  the  grandmother.  The  children  run  boisterously 
toward  the  door,  crying :  "Grandmother!  Grand- 
mother!") 

Grandma  :  My  dear,  sweet  children !  How  good  it  feels  to 
hold  you  in  my  arms  again. 

Mother  :  Children,  don't  smother  Grandma ! 
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Grandma  :  My  dear  Esther,  how  big  you've  grown !  And 
David,  I  declare,  you're  almost  a  man !  My,  my,  is  it 
possible  five  years  could  make  such  a  change  in  my 
dear  little  grandchildren !  And  Helen,  you're  the  image 
of  your  mother.  That's  just  the  way  she  used  to  look 
in  my  arms  long  years  ago !  And  Leo,  where  is  he — 
where  is  my  baby  grandchild? 

Leo  (On  the  floor  at  Grandma's  grip,  trying  to  open 
it)  :  What  did  you  bring  me,  Grandma  ? 

Mother  :  Shame  on  you,  Leo ! 

Grandma:  Never  mind,  my  little  cherub,  grandma  didn't 
forget  you !  And  it's  something  that's  going  to  make 
you  just  so  happy !  No,  I  won't  tell  you  now !  You 
must  wait  until  my  trunk  comes.  And  there's  some- 
thing beautiful  for  Esther  and  David  and  Helen.  O, 
won't  we  all  be  happy  tomorrow  when  the  trunk 
comes ! 

Helen  :  Santa  Claus  is  going  to  bring  us  something,  too. 

Grandma  :  Santa  Claus !  But,  my  dears,  Jewish  children 
have  no  Santa  Claus !  (Looks  reproachfully  at  her 
daughter.) 

Helen  :  Oh,  yes  they  have,  grandma !  You  just  get  up 
tonight,  when  it's  pitch  black,  and  you'll  see  him.  Oh, 
he's  such  a  funny  little  man,  with  great,  big,  long 
whiskers,  and  he's  got  a  great,  big  bag  full  of  dolls 
and  candy  and  bicycles  and — and — oh,  just  everything 
in  the  world ! 

Leo:    I  seen  him,  grandma!  Yes,  I  did. 

Mother  (Apologetically)  :  The  children  begged  so, 
mother,  and  it  gives  them  such  pleasure ! 

Grandma  :  And  what  about  Hanukkah ! 
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Leo  (Who  has  been  stirring  uneasily  near  the  screen): 
Esther,  you  know !  you  know ! 

Esther:  O  hush,  Leo.  you'll  spoil  everything!  (Makes 
same  distortions  of  face  as  she  edges  near  screen.) 

Mother  :  My  dear  child,  what  are  you  making  such  fear- 
ful faces  for ! 

(By  this  time  David  has  helped  Esther  to  remove 
the  screen,  whereupon  the  children  dance  and  cry: 
"Surprise!  Surprise!"  revealing  apparently  a  Christ- 
mas tree  set  in  an  alcove  of  the  room,  off  stage.  The 
tree  is  not  seen  by  the  audience.) 

Grandma:  A  Christmas  tree! — (an  involuntary  out- 
burst)  Children,  is  this  a  Jewish  home? 

Leo  :  We've  got  something  for  you,  too,  grandma — but 
I  ain't  going  to  tell ! 

Helen  :    Let's  get  it  now,  mother  dear — please ! 

Esther  :  Oh,  yes,  please — p-1-e-a-s-e  ! 

Mother  :  But  I  thought  you  were  going  to  surprise 
grandma. 

David:  Well,  Leo  has  told  her  already,  hasn't  he?  Can't 
expect  that  little  mutt  to  keep  a  secret! 

Mother:  David ! — such  a  way  of  talking! 

(The  children  press  their  mother  with  —  "please, 
please") 

Mother:  Well,  all  right,  children.  Run  along  now,  but  be 
careful — don't  muss  the  other  things.  (The  children 
scamper  for  the  door  pell-mell.)  I  declare,  I  never  saw 
such  spoiled  children.  They  always  get  just  what  they 
want ! 
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Grandma:  But  how  could  you  give  them  this?  (with  a 
sweeping  gesture  toward  stockings  and  tree.)  You 
never  saw  such  things  in  your  home  when  you  were  a 
child !  What  sort  of  a  Jewish  home  can  this  be ! 

Mother  :  Oh,  the  children  begged  so !  And  you've  no  idea 
how  happy  these  harmless  little  things  make  them  !  For 
they  are  harmless.  The  children  don't  know  what  they 
mean.  All  they  know  is  that  Santa  Claus  fills  their 
stockings  with  goodies  and  the  tree  makes  everything 
look  so  bright  and  beautiful. 

Grandma:  But  to  the  world  these  things  stand  for  the 
birth  of  the  Christian  God ! 

Mother  :  Now,  mother,  you  know  these  things  aren't  go- 
ing to  make  my  children  believe  in  the  Christian  God ! 

Grandma:  Well,  will  they  help  them  to  believe  in  the 
Jewish  God? 

Mother  (With  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders)  :  As  much  as 
most  Jews  nowadays  believe  in  Him ! 

Grandma  :  What  else  can  you  expect  when  we  are  rais- 
ing a  new  generation  of  Jews  on  things  that  make  good 
Christians !  * 

Mother:  Oh,  mother,  you're  so  old-fashioned! 

Grandma  :  Old-fashioned !  It  seems  to  be  a  crime  nowa- 
days to  be  that !  If  I  won't  set  up  a  tree  that  used  to 
be,  and  in  some  dark  lands  still  is,  a  sign  of  blood  and 
woe  to  our  people,  then  I'm  old-fashioned ! 

Mother  :  But,  mother,  we're  not  living  in  the  dead  past ! 
We're  living  in  a  time  of  tolerance  and  in  this  blessed 
land  of  liberty. 

Grandma  :  All  the  more  reason  why  we  should  be  loyal  to 
the  God  of  our  Fathers  who  has  shielded  us  and  guided 
us  to  this  day.  You  find  so  much  delight  in  celebrating 
Christmas  for  the  children — why  don't  you  celebrate 
Hanukkah  ? 
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Mother  :  Hanukkah  ?  Who  keeps  Hanukkah  ?  I  have  Jew- 
ish neighbors  and  I  have  not  heard  the  mention  of 
Hanukkah  for  years !  We  live  so  far  from  the  Temple 
—and  besides,  nobody  goes  these  days ! 

Grandma:  But  don't  the  children  go  to  the  Sunday 
School? 

Mother:  Oh,  they  study  so  hard  all  week  and  they  beg  so 
to  sleep  and  play  on  Sunday !  I  just  let  them  have  their 
way.  Oh,  they'll  grow  up  to  be  good  men  and  women — 
you  needn't  fear! 

Grandma  :  God  grant  it !  But  you  know  how  proud  your 
father  was  of  his  name — his  Jewish  name — and  he  told 
me  more  than  once  how  happy  and  proud  he  would  be 
if  his  dear  little  grandchildren  would  keep  up  that 
name.  God  took  him  before  he  could  see  that  his  little 
grandchildren  were  celebrating  Christmas  on  Hanukkah 
and  didn't  even  know  that  it  was  Hanukkah  or  what 
Hanukkah  meant ! 

(The  door  opens  with  a  loud  noise;  the  children  come 
filing  in,  one  behind  the  other,  each  zvith  a  gift  in  his 
outstretched  arms.  Esther  comes  first — hands  her  gift 
to  Grandma,  bows  ceremoniously  and  says:) 

Esther:  A  beautiful  muff,  from  your  loving  grandchild 
Esther. 
(David  comes  next,  bows  low  like  Esther  and  says:) 

David:  A  beautiful  box  of  handkerchiefs,  from  your  lov- 
ing grandchild  David. 

( Then  Helen  comes — goes  through  the  same  business 
and  says:) 

Helen  :  A  beautiful  hatpin,  from  your  loving  grandchild 
Helen. 

(Leo  comes  last,  with  a  big  box  held  precariously  in  his 
extended  arms;  he  stumbles  as  he  nears  Grandma,  and 
the  box  goes  flying  out  of  his  hands.  David  cries  out 
in  zvrath:) 
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David  :  I  told  you  so ! 

(Leo  tries  to  pick  the  box  up,  and  answers,  tearfully.) 

Leo  :  Well,  I  couldn't  help  it ! 

(Grandma  liastens  to  him  and  puts  her  arms  around 
him  and  says:) 

Grandma  :  Never  mind,  my  dear ;  you  have  got  the  love- 
liest present  of  all ! 

(Leo's  face  breaks  into  a  radiant  smile — then  he  looks 
from  one  to  the  other  of  the  children  with  helpless  ap- 
peal and  says:) 

Leo  :  I  forgot  what  to  say. 

(There  is  general  laughter.) 

Mother:  Now,  children,  you've  seen  grandma  and  given 
her  the  presents,  and  it's  time  to  go  to  bed. 

Esther:  Oh,  mother,  please  let  us  stay  up  just  a  little 
while  yet ! 

David  :  There  it  is  ! — bed,  bed — as  soon  as  our  fun  starts  ! 

Leo  (Throws  himself  flat  on  the  floor  in  an  outburst  of 
temper  and  cries  out)  :  Won't  go  to  bed !  Won't  go  to 
bed! 

Mother  :  Children,  I'm  ashamed  of  you !  Such  behavior ! 
— and  before  grandma,  too  ! 

Grandma:  There,  there,  children,  you'll  do  what  mother 
wants  you  to,  I'm  sure.  I  always  think  of  you  as  such 
good  little  children. 

Leo  (Goes  up  to  Grandma  with  a  roguish  look  on  his 
face)  :  I  can  be  the  goodest  boy  in  the  world,  can't  I, 
grandma  ? 

Grandma:  I'm  sure  of  it,  my  dear  child ! 


12  PICTURES  OUT  OF  THE  PAST 

Leo:  Then  won't  you  tell  us  a  story? — just  a  wee,  tiny 
story — and  we'll  go  to  bed. 

(The  other  children  press  around  Grandma  and  plead: 
"Yes,  yes,  a  story;  please  tell  us  a  story!"  Grandma 
looks  undecidedly  at  Mother.) 

Mother:  If  grandma  wants  to — but  remember,  you  must 
go  to  bed  as  soon  as  she  finishes ! 
(Children   cry   eagerly   and  vociferously:    "Yes,   ves, 
yes!") 

Grandma:  I  brought  you  a  book  with  beautiful  pictures 
that  tells  you  about  grand  things  that  every  Jewish 
child  ought  to  know.  (IValks  to  her  grip  to  get  the 
book.) 

Helen  :  I  know — Christmas  pictures  ! 

Grandma:  Christmas,  my  dears,  is  for  good  little  Chris- 
tian children.  My  pictures  are  for  good  little  Jewish 
children. 

Leo  :  What  are  they  about,  grandma  ? 

Grandma  :  About  Hanukkah. 

Helen  :  What  a  funny  name ! 

Leo  :  I  know  a  giant  who's  got  a  funnier  name  than  that ! 

David:  Aw,  Kanuka  ain't  no  giant !  It's  the  Jewish  Christ- 
mas, ain't  it,  grandma  ? 

Grandma:  No,  my  dears,  Jews  have  no  Christmas. 

Esther  :  But,  grandma,  we  have  a  Christmas  tree ! 

Grandma:  A  Christmas  tree,  my  child,  is  intended  to 
make  Christian  children  happy.  Jewish  children  have 
Hanukkah  to  make  them  happy. 
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Esther  :  Tell  us  about  it,  grandma. 

Grandma:  I'll  tell  it  to  you  just  the  way  I  used  to  tell  it 
to  your  mother  when  she  was  a  little  child  like  you.  I'll 
sit  down  on  this  little  stool  near  the  fireplace  and  you 
all  gather  about  me  on  the  floor — that's  the  way.  Now, 
mother  will  lower  the  light — that's  the  way — mother 
has  not  forgotten,  I  see,  how  she  used  to  love  to  hear  a 
story  told.  There,  now,  I'll  begin. 

(Grandma  opens  the  book;  the  stage  is  now  dark  ex- 
cept for  the  light  that  falls  from  the  fireplace  and 
shines  on  the  children  and  Grandma,  and,  in  part,  on 
Mother.  As  Grandma  opens  the  book,  however,  a 
light  goes  tip  on  back,  center  stage,  revealing  the  tableau 
representing  the  picture  in  the  book;  a  light  cheese- 
cloth stretched  across  an  open  doorway  with  one  or 
two  electric  lights  behind  it,  is  the  proper  arrangement. 
When  the  lights  are  out  the  cheese-cloth  over  the  door- 
way looks  like  a  part  of  the  room,  and  the  audience  can 
not  see  through  it  while  the  tableau  is  being  set.  At  the 
proper  moment  the  lights  go  up  and  the  tableau  stands 
revealed.  Some  screen  or  curtain  arrangement  may  be 
used  on  a  less  complete  stage.  The  tableau  is  as  fol- 
lows: A  Syrian  soldier  is  erecting  an  idol.  Other  sol- 
diers are  standing  with  drawn  szvords  over  cowering 
Jews — another  soldier  is  pointing  commandingly  to  the 
idol  over  against  an  old  man  with  white,  flowing 
beard. ) 

Leo  {Pointing  to  the  picture  in  the  book  and  crying  out)  : 
There's  Santa  Claus ! 

Grandma  :  No,  my  dear,  that  is  a  brave  old  man — Matta- 
thias  is  his  name — who  would  rather  die  than  turn 
away  from  the  God  of  Israel. 

Helen  {Pointing  to  the  idol)  :  What  a  funny  looking 
thing — looks  just  like  a  Billikin ! 
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Grandma:  That's  an  idol.  You  know  what  an  idol  is — it 
is  what  the  heathens  worshipped  in  place  of  God.  The 
Jews,  you  know,  would  not  worship  anyone  except  the 
true  and  only  God.  Well,  there  was  a  bad  king — An- 
tiochus  was  his  name — and  he  was  a  tyrant,  and  he 
sent  his  soldiers  to  make  the  Jews  worship  that  idol. 
He  offered  that  old  man  ever  so  many  gifts  if  he  would 
set  the  example  to  his  people  and  bow  down  to  the  idol. 

Esther:  Oh,  I  hope  he  didn't  do  it! 

Grandma:  No,  my  child,  he  was  true  to  God,  as  Jews 
have  been  for  so  many  hundreds  of  years ! 

Esther  :  Well,  what  did  he  do  ? 

(The  picture  darkens  and  vanishes  as  Grandma  partly 
closes  the  book.) 

Grandma:  He  cried  out  in  the  very  face  of  the  drawn 
sword :  "God  forbid  that  we  should  forsake  the  law 
and  depart  from  our  faith  either  to  the  right  or  to  the 
left !"  And  many  followed  him,  so  that  they  became  an 
army  to  fight  even  to  the  death  for  their  Temple  and 
their  God ! 

David:  Gee,  I  wish  I'd  'a  lived  then !  I'd  'a  just  gone  out 
against  those — what  do  you  call  'em? — 

Grandma:  Syrians. 

David:  That's  it — and  licked  the  life  out  of  'em! 

Leo  :  What's  next,  grandma  ?  Let  me  turn  the  page. 

(As  he  turns  the  page  another  tableau  is  revealed. 
Boys  are  lying  prostrate,  soldiers  are  standing  over 
them  with  drawn  swords;  a  jew  Jews  are  standing 
about  with  heads  bent  with  horror  and  grief ;  a  woman 
kneels  in  the  midst  of  the  prostrate  boys  and  her  head 
and  hands  are  uplifted  to  heaven  in  an  attitude  of 
exalted  martyrdom. ) 

Helen  :  Oh,  what  a  sad  picture ! 
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Esther:  Are  the  boys  dead,  grandma? 

Leo  :  The  soldiers  killed  them,  didn't  they,  grandma  ? 

Grandma:  Yes,  my  children,  the  boys  are  dead,  and  the 
soldiers  killed  them,  and  that  woman  there  with  her 
hands  lifted  up  to  heaven  is  their  mother. 

David  :  Are  they  all  her  boys,  grandma  ? 

Grandma  :  All  her  boys. 

Esther:  Hasn't  she  any  left? 

Grandma:  She  has  none  left. 

Esther:  Well,  grandma,  what  is  she  going  to  do? 

Grandma  :  God  knows  ! 

Leo:  Why  don't  God  strike  those  bad  soldiers  dead? — I 
would ! 

Helen  :  Oh,  grandma,  that's  so  sad  I  could  cry !  Please 
close  the  book  and  tell  us  about  it.  (She  pushes  the 
book  shut  and  the  picture  vanishes.) 

Grandma:  That  woman's  name  is  Hannah,  and  the  sol- 
diers are  killing  her  boys  who  are  faithful  to  the  God 
of  Israel.  If  the  mother  had  pleaded  with  her  boys  to 
worship  the  idols  perhaps  their  lives  might  have  been 
spared. 

Esther:  Oh,  grandma,  I  wish  she  had  done  it!  I  would 
have  done  anything  to  save  my  boys ! 

Grandma  :  So  would  I,  my  dear,  but  not  so  Hannah ;  she 
was  a  martyr. 

Helen  :  What's  that  ? 

David  :  I  know,  Joan  of  Arc  was  a  martyr,  wasn't  she  ? 

Esther  :  And  so  was  Abraham  Lincoln. 
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Grandma  :  Yes,  my  children,  but  you  didn't  know  that  we 
Jews  had  martyrs,  too,  did  you?  For  hundreds  and 
hundreds  of  years  we  have  been  suffering  sorrow  and 
death  in  the  name  of  God ! 

Esther:  But  we're  not,  grandma,  and  we're  Jews. 

Grandma  :  We  may  thank  God  that  we  are  living  in  this 
great  land  of  peace  and  liberty.  But  there  are  other 
lands  where  Jews  are  still  suffering  like  martyrs — even 
in  this  very  hour. 

Leo  :  What's  next,  grandma? 

{A  tableau  is  revealed  as  Grandma  opens  the  book  to 
another  picture.  In  the  center  is  an  altar;  on  the  altar 
is  a  shining  vessel  out  of  which  smoke  is  rising — the 
smoke  of  incense.  A  priest  is  standing  by  the  altar  with 
his  hand  resting  on  the  vessel  of  incense.  A  little  to  the 
side  is  a  pedestal  on  which  stands  a  lighted  Menorah; 
a  priest  is  removing  his  hand  from  the  last  light  of  the 
Menorah  as  though  he  fias  just  lit  it.  Two  or  three 
more  priests  are  standing  near  the  altar,  one  with  a 
cornet  to  his  lips,  one  with  cymbals  in  his  liands.  In  the 
rear  a  few  Jews  are  worshipping  with  their  faces  al- 
most to  the  floor.  In  the  foreground  stands  Judah  Mac- 
cabee  in  a  commanding  attitude.) 

Helen  :  What's  that,  grandma  ? 

Grandma  :  That's  the  dedication  of  the  altar.  That's  what 
Hanukkah  means— dedication.  The  very  first  thing  that 
the  Jews  did  after  they  won  a  great  victory  was  to 
cleanse  the  Temple  of  the  defilements  of  the  heathen 
and  to  hallow  it  anew  for  the  service  of  God.  That  is 
a  new  altar  you  see  there  on  which  a  priest  is  burning 
incense.  And  that  is  a  new  Menorah  on  which  a  priest 
has  just  lit  the  lights. 

Leo:  What's  that  brass  band  there  for? 
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Grandma  :  Those  are  priests,  Leo,  playing  songs  of 
praise  and  thanksgiving  to  God. 

Helen  :  And  what  are  those  men  doing  with  their  faces  to 
the  ground? 

Grandma  :  That  is  the  way  men  worshipped  God  in  those 
days. 

David  :  And  who  is  that  big  man  in  front  ? 

(Picture  vanishes  as  Grandma  closes  book.) 

Grandma:  Judah  Maccabee. 

David  :  Who  was  he  ? 

Grandma:  He  was  one  of  the  sons  of  Mattathias — the 
biggest  and  the  bravest  of  them  all.  His  name  comes 
from  letters  that  he  carried  on  his  banner  and  which 
stand  for  the  words,  "Who  is  like  unto  thee,  O  God, 
among  the  mighty?"  He  won  glorious  victories  and 
drove  the  enemy  out  of  the  sacred  land  of  Israel. 

David:  Judah  was  sure  a  great  man.  He  was  as  great  as 
George  Washington,  for  he  saved  his  country,  too ! 

Grandma:  He  did  more  than  that.  He  saved  the  Jewish 
religion.  There  would  have  been  no  Christmas  tree  if 
it  hadn't  been  for  Judah — for  the  religion  of  Christ 
came  from  the  religion  of  the  Jew. 

Leo:  Wliat's  next,  grandma?  Oh,  there's  only  one  more 
picture ! 

Grandma  :  Yes,  and  you'll  like  that  one  best  of  all. 

Helen  :  Please  let  us  see  it,  too ! 

(Grandma  opens  the  book  wide  and  a  tableau  is  re- 
vealed. Nine  little  children  are  standing  behind  a  little 
table  on  which  rests  a  Hanukkah  candlestick  containing 
eight  candles,  unlighted,  and  a  place  for  the  Shammas, 
which  is  in  the  hand  of  the  first  child.) 

Esther  :  Oh,  look  at  the  little  children !  Aren't  they  cute ! 
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David:  Are  they  Judah's  children? 

Grandma  :  Oh,  dear,  no !  But  when  Judah  was  celebrating 
his  great  victories  and  thanking  God  for  the  wonder- 
ful deliverance,  and  the  priests  were  relighting  the 
lights  in  the  Temple — for  the  heathen  had  put  them 
out — Judah  and  the  congregation  ordered  that  every 
year  at  this  time  Jews  in  all  parts  of  the  world  should 
celebrate  these  days  in  gladness  and  joy.  And  that  is 
what  we  call  Hanukkah. 

Helen  :  I  wish  we  kept  Kanuka ! 

Grandm a  :  We  shall  this  year,  and  I  hope  after  this  every 
year. 

Esther:  What  are  the  children  saying?  Is  that  it — under 
the  picture? 

Grandma:  Yes.  I'll  read  it  to  you,  soft  and  low,  and  you 
can  imagine  that  you  are  hearing  the  children  really 
saying  it. 

(The  first  child,  holding  the  lighted  Shammas,  now 
steps  forward  one  step  and  recites:) 

First  Child:  This  is  the  Shammas  light.  It  serves  to 
kindle  all  the  other  lights.  The  Bible  says:  "The  mem- 
ory of  the  righteous  shall  be  for  a  blessing."  May  we 
live  to  serve  and  thus  bring  light  into  the  lives  of 
others. 

(The  first  child  now  steps  back  and  hands  the  Sham- 
mas to  the  second  child,  who  steps  one  step  forward 
and  lights  the  first  candle  on  the  candlestick  and  recites 
its  part  as  given  below.  The  second  child  then  hands 
the  Shammas  to  the  third  child,  who  steps  fonvard  and 
lights  the  second  candle,  and  so  on.) 

Second  Child:  This  is  the  first  light.  It  is  the  light  of  our 
faith.  The  Bible  says  God  called  Israel  to  be  "for  a 
light  of  the  nations."  May  we  do  what  we  can  to  keep 
this  light  burning  forever  and  ever. 
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Third  Child:  This  is  the  second  light.  It  is  the  light  of 
worship.  The  Bible  says :  "Worship  the  Lord  in  the 
beauty  of  holiness."  May  we  always  be  faithful  in  visit- 
ing the  houses  of  worship  and  in  carrying  out  its  noble 
teachings. 

Fourth  Child  :  This  is  the  third  light.  It  is  the  light  of 
justice.  The  Bible  says:  "Let  justice  flow  like  water 
and  righteousness  like  a  mighty  stream."  God  grant 
that  the  day  may  be  at  hand  when  the  strong  will  no 
longer  oppress  the  weak  and  men  will  be  upright  and 
fair  with  one  another. 

Fifth  Child:  This  is  the  fourth  light.  It  is  the  light  of 
charity.  The  Bible  says :  "Blessed  is  he  that  considereth 
the  poor ;  the  Lord  will  deliver  him  in  the  day  of  evil." 
May  we  always  be  open  of  hand  and  tender  of  heart 
to  the  poor  and  unfortunate. 

Sixth  Child:  This  is  the  fifth  light.  It  is  the  light  of 
learning.  The  Bible  says  of  him  who  studies  in  the 
Torah :  "And  he  shall  be  like  a  tree  planted  by  streams 
of  water  that  bringeth  forth  its  fruit  in  season  and 
whose  leaf  doth  not  wither."  Our  forefathers  were 
filled  with  a  deep  love  for  the  study  of  the  Torah.  May 
we  keep  this  high  tradition  burning  in  Israel. 

Seventh  Child  :  This  is  the  sixth  light.  It  is  the  light  of 
cheer.  The  Bible  says :  "A  merry  heart  doeth  good  like 
a  medicine."  May  God  help  us  to  a  sweet  disposition 
and  fill  our  hearts  with  gladness. 

Eighth  Child  :  This  is  the  seventh  light.  It  is  the  light  of 
thanksgiving.  The  Bible  says :  "Give  thanks  to  the 
Lord  for  He  is  good ;  for  His  kindness  endureth  for- 
ever." May  we  be  mindful  of  the  thousand  little  gifts 
and  blessings  that  come  to  us  day  by  day,  and  may  we 
praise  Him  whose  open  hand  satisfies  the  needs  of  the 
living. 
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Ninth  Child  :  This  is  the  last  light.  It  is  the  light  of  sac- 
rifice. The  Bible  says :  "Offer  the  sacrifice  of  righteous- 
ness and  put  your  trust  in  the  Lord."  On  this  day  we 
are  reminded  of  the  sacrifices  of  our  fathers  in  behalf 
of  their  Torah  and  their  God.  May  the  light  of  their 
devotion  never  go  out  in  Israel. 

(The  picture  vanishes.) 

Esther:  Oh,  grandma,  aren't  the  words  sweet  and  beau- 
tiful. 

Grandma:  Yes,  dear,  it  is  all  sweet  and  beautiful  if  only 
Jewish  children  could  be  made  to  understand  it  and 
love  it  year  by  year. 

Mother:  I  haven't  heard  the  story  for  so  many  years, 
mother.  I  can  see  myself  a  child  again,  lying  in  the 
light  of  the  fireplace,  drinking  in  the  words  of  the 
Hanukkah  story.  And  to  think  that  these  are  now  my 
children ! 

Grandma:  So  is  generation  linked  to  generation  by  the 
noble  traditions  of  our  faith. 

Mother:  I  thought  I  had  forgotten  it  all,  but  how  it  all 
comes  back  to  me !  I  can  even  hear  the  Hanukkah  hymn 
ringing  in  my  ears. 

(From  off-stage,  as  though  coming  from  the  distance, 
is  heard  the  singing  of  the  Hanukkah  hymn — as  the 
curtain  slowly  falls.) 


